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ment, in their rather terrible energy, their extraordinary
promise of beauty, much akin to the more brutal but not
less eager moments of the bull-fight, when some extra-
ordinarily beautiful feat of sword play or daring is about
to take place.
Through a frankly noisy crowd full of laughter, amid
all the freedom of the cafe, two women and an old man
thread their way to a sort of platform at the end of the
room. One of the women, old and ugly, and yet not
without that distinction which seems always to wait on
old age here in Spain, sits beside the old man, who tunes
his guitar at the back of the stage; the other, still young,
with a sad and eager face, sits before them on a chair,
alone, facing the noisy crowd. For a minute or two the
old man continues to tune his guitar, and then quite
suddenly he strikes a beautiful and suggestive chord that
dies away into a kind of chant, played with mucn art on
that instrument, so little known out of Spain. The old
woman beats time with her foot, clapping her hands, and
from time to time uttering strange cries, cries that in
some way, I cannot explain, seem to excite that motley
crowd, which has suddenly grown so silent, till they, too,
are full of eagerness, of energy, Now and again from
among them some one cries out in answer. The girl
seated alone in the midst of the stage seems to be asleep,
a sort of drowsiness has overwhelmed her; her arms
hang listlessly at her sides, her head has fallen on her
breast. Still the old woman beats her hands together
passionately, angrily almost, her cries seem to burst from
a heart, full of rage and fury, that is about to break. Now
and then the girl rocks a little in her chair, the old man
continues his endless melody, passionate and sad, on the
guitar. An immense seriousness has fallen upon the
crowd, Near me is a woman, her hand lying in the hand
of a man, still young, who sits beside her ; there are tears